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FIONA STAPLES 


BRIAN K. VAUGHAN 


FONOGRAFIKS 


LETTERING+ DES 


ERIC STEPHENSON 


COORDINATOR 


CHAPTER 


This is a 
picture of my 
house after the 
wings put a bomb 
on it and my 
little brother 
got dead. 


uhm, I drewed 
a pitcher of my old 
arm, ‘cause the fake 
one they got me is 
okay but I miss 
having two for-real 
arms. 


This is Tooty 
Stinkfoot. 


He is 
a giant foot 
man who 
has very bad 
gas. 


Hazel, I'm glad your vocabulary 
Settle choices are getting slightly less 
down, inappropriate, but the assignment 
. was to draw something that 
makes you feel sad. 


I know, 
Noreen. 


But 
nothing makes 
me sadder than 
how bad Tooty's 

toots smell. 


Well, I believe 
you've found the level 
of the room. 


All right, wild 
ones, you're dismissed 
for recess... and Little 
Enzo, no throwing sand 

at Tall Enzo! 


pibli 
\ il 


rc) 
eI 
a 


3 And 
whatever you 
| say can stay 
\ just between 
us. 


I can help 
with any words 
you don’t know, but 
you should be able 
to follow the story 
just from the... 


HN} 
wl 


You are a 
very creative 
little girl. 


But if you ever 
abe ip tec cain 
things that aren’ 

Uh-huh, imaginary, I hope you 
mean, thank know that you can 
your tell me anything 
anytime. / 


Oh, and 
I brought 
this from 
home for 

you. 


boys have 
outgrown it, 
but I thought 
” you might 
like it. 


Believe it o¢ not, those 


were the ficst tears I'd 
shed in years. 


The last time 
ld wept like. that 
was right atter I'd 


managed +o mi splace my second 


Parent in a row, 


But don't worry, noth 
makes a kid grow 4) 
faster than wactime « 


Tell the 
mongrel to 


shut her 
fat face. / 


somenoen 


i) 


Jan 


Sorry, lady. Had 
to jump out of range 
of your daughter-in- 
law's translator thing. 
I wanted to put as 
much distance between 
that psycho bitch 
and us as -- 


What 
the fuck is 
that? 


What _No idea, 
the fuck is I just pointed 
us where 
Prince Robot 


But that 
definitely 
ain't IV's 


_No... almost looks Thought The Last Revolution? Hell, 
like the hoof of an old they moth- that could make up for 
Landfallian troop balled those us losing His Majesty's 
transport. ages ago. Disappointment. 


We bring in a few 
terrorist scalps, we 
might actually hold 

onto our own... 


They did, which 
means that one was 
stolen, most likely 

by those bloody 

dead-enders. 


[> —— a 


The Royal What 
Fucking are they 
Guard? doing this 

far out? 


We're not q 
/ surrendering. Not 
} When we still got the 
3 hybrid to barter / 
with. 


2izz, we're stupid 
outgunned here and 


We start 
trying to cut some 
kinda deal with 
those assholes, 
they're just gonna 
atomize us. 


F I say we 
load every goddamn 
catapult and aim for 
. their central -- 


Occupants, 


Y your illegal vessel 


has been disabled 


by authority of the 


\ Robot Kingdom 


Prepare 
to be 


Kid, don't 
watch! 


y prote 
me, which 
was sweet, but 


never shoulda 

fucked with 

your fucked- 
up family! 


OF course 
they'll torture 
us. 


I'm rebel 
; scum, you're a 
vet from the wrong 
army, and Hazel is -- 
no offense -- an 
abomination to 
these people. 


Then best 
we becoming 
something 
elses. 


My grand othe, 
alway > loveda 
Jed story, 


But right 
now, me and 
you got bigger 
problems than 

each other. 


[> 


So Klara cooked up an all-too-believable 
tale about the three of us being civilians 
forced into SLAVE LABOR aboard a 

rebellion ship plagued by mutiny. 


We lad no idea where in the 
universe we were being held and 
how or if we might ever regain 


ouc free dom. 
i & yr Clothes 
\\ r S>. OFF, 


ladies! 
» 


It was excitin 
as hell. 


Content with the high -value cocp ses they were 
able to collect, the robots punted our 
bureauccatic headache to one of the 
Coalition's many detainee centers for 


"enemy noncom batants. 


Doctor Blaize, 

médical liaison 

to the Robot 
Kingdom. 


stationed on 
the ship that 
just brought 
these women 
in from -- 


know what 


moonies. While we bust 
. 4 our asses for a pay- r 4 those are, 
N check, these savages 7 a 


They're not and worse, a Like what, 
women, they're moony lover. VIPs? = You 


get free food, free 
SS) h clothes, free fucking 
schooling... 


Regardless, 
you can't 
treat them 


like this. I understand, 


but these three have 
also spent the last few 
years forced to work 
as comfort girls. 


= 


y Kile — N ; 4 
es diable vi 


estis? 


Zizz 
warned me f 


You're... 


you're a Horror, 
aren't you? _ 


you getting us out of 
one strip search, but it 
don't change the fact 
that we're still trapped 
in here with a time 
bomb. 


You know 
what that 
kid really is, 

right? 


about your 


“How long you 
think we can 


| keep something 


like that a 
secret? 


You 
remembered my 
birthday? 


teacher. 


— —— 


And you can tell your grandmother 
that if you aren't fortunate enough to 
be exchanged this summer, you're at 

least welcome back to my program. 

You'd 
start next 
year as an 
Explorer. 


Just don't 
brag about it to 
the other Blossoms, 
please. Some of 
their guardians 
have a real thing 
about sugar. 


Hj 


Granny, 
are you...? 


kal a Eo kk 


rey] You 
; Klara's small, 
yeah? 


You learn talk 
Language in their 
“a ‘reeducation?"” 


dm, I 
guess, but... e 
are you a | 


if | 

Me | | 

/ a girl? 
FI 


j And yes, 
in here, I 
be girl. 


But that's I mean, they 

not how the put you in here 
wings see , With the girls. So 

you. \ maybe they're 

\ not all so -- 


But you 
have a dad piece. Is 
that why the other 
families from Wreath 
never invite you to 
ie 


Ha, 
before I kicked 
out of army, T kill 
more filthy wings 
than all these 
women’s useless 
husbands. 


everyone in here 
see me as some 
freak of man. 


No matter how much 
Freedom they've given, 
most kids are still 
glorified props, 
Care fy lly shuttled! 

from one. secuce 


locatton tothe 
t 


told you to stay in youre 

£00- and not talk to 

strangers and eat 

your vegetables and 
blah blah blah. 


We've not children, 


we're e995. 


But sooner or 
later, those e995 
begin to crack. 


They're just 
people, I suppose. 
Like any group, most 
of them are pretty 
okay. They usually 
pay me on time, 
at least. 


; The 
dm, Landfallians? 
can I ask... 
what do you 
think about 
the wings? 


I don't b b 
fon much abeuk And when you final y realize 


il aac you've been living your whole 


But I alk; ae : 
auinber exactly é- Ng inside a shitt nest, there's 
how my dad smells, only o F 
and... and I remember | ti thing to do, 
my mommy was a 
real bad singer. 


I remember 
she gave me 
that book when 
I was little... 


end chapter thirty-one 


CHAPTER 


4 EX, \ I, 
U 


Take 
it easy, 


mister. the hell 


is this all 
about? 


I, I, I was working ~* Drop the 
late in accounting, and piece and let 
this moony grabbed me upstairs or 


me out of nowhere. I snap her 
fucking neck! 


Elevators are 
deactivated after 
hours, son, and whatever 
you're looking for -- drugs, 
money -- ain't in this 
building. All we got is 
paperwork and... 


Knew 
I should 
have said 
shipping. 


Accountin’ 
never works 
late. 


There's 
been a 
break-in 
at -- 


Aw, that 
was the last 
of your dad's 

sleeping stuff! 
You could have 
just decked 
him! 


couldn't. 


Well, And 
your “bad guy” nice improv 
voice is really dropping the 
getting there in c-bomb! 
the menacing 
department, 
Marko. Come on, 
the Constables 
will be here 
in ten. 


know the old Trust me, 
girl pretty she won't let 
well while you us down. 
and I were... 
apart. 


Let's 
go find our 
girl. 


“Should” 
being my 
concern. We've 
Perfect. never tried 
something 


Our ride like this. 


should be 
here then, 
too. 


Let's just hope : 
the clerk you Seventieth 
bribed is equally floor, 
dependable. correct? 


In some ways, My 
pac eats were Neve 
closer thay in the years 
after mom logtme but 
reconnected with dad. 


Their tireless quect for yours 
teuly eventuaily led them to 
VARIE GATE, financial hub 
of the Coalition's vast 
Pr'son-industcial Complex. : 


wae they would never *® Pick tt 
again erform the act eg 
that created ME uatil 

| was safely back in 

their lives. 


ff 


7" 


Despite the persistent sense of 
lo5s, united by a shared obsession, 
my paceats once again brought 

out the very best in each other. 


Apparently, 
we want the 
hall of records 
for “apolitical 
detainees,” Which 
should be right 
over... 


That door's 
made out of 
pure dragon 
bore. 
This thing A _" 
is useless ide | | All weapons 
against it. SF Aq are one 
j useless, Alana. 


Honey, I’m 
glad you're doubling 
down on the whole You were wrong 
nonviolence thing, but to lash out, but f 
if it's because of what you had every right : r| unforgivable. 
happened between us to be pissed about \ | 4 Now give me 
on Gardenia, I've me using Fadeaway : ~ the gun. 


‘ iver You. i -- 
~ NG ven yi Lin in front of 


can or can't sitter, but 
forgive isn't she's also 


for you to \. 2 Child. ame : 


decide. 


way, Izabel 
thinks we 

both over- 
reacted. 


I 
haven't. 


Alana, you 
and I are going to 
put our family back 
together... but only if 
we do it in the spirit 
in which that family 
was forged. » 


You 
think? 


hd I always got the impression \ 


Izabel'’s been around a lot 
longer than either of us. 


=1 1 ST 
= nis te 


| 
one 
=" 


Hard enough 
keeping the kid out 
of traffic before she 
learned how to make 
i), skeleton keys from 
\y thin air. 


Mos | \ 


Just tell 
me you're never 
going to teach 

Haze how to 
do that. 


What, 
spelling? 


I should 
hope her 
grandmother's 
already taught 
her the basics 
by now. 


One can't conjure 
anything from 
“thin air,” dear. 


What your 
people call “nagic” is 
actually an extremely 
complicated process 


SO Qa 
Psgeo" 


yw 


like my stooge 
was telling the 
truth. This is 
the manifest 
for a salvaged 
Astronomical. 


Marko, it 
says that three 
female civilians 


Lots of 
those old 
wrecks out 
there. 


Yeah, 
but this one 
had passengers 
who weren't 
skeletons. 


‘and her 
granddaughter, 
a female not of 


were found alive military age.” 
inside. 


inspection, two of the 

survivors appeared to 

be natives of Wreath, 
2 senior citizen...” 


That can't be 
right. They’d never 
let people with 
these onto your 
native soil. 


That's not 
necessarily true. I've 
heard rumors of “camps” 
with your captured women 
and children hidden 
throughout my planet's 
population centers. 


“After 
Processirg, 
the subjects 

were taken to 

2 detainment 
center on... 
landfal!?” 


You know, 
to deter 
Wreath from 
A. ever breaking 
AN ‘ 


Fucking 
Constables. 


Raise 
a hand to 
her again, I 
extinguish 
every one 
of you. 


You're under 
arrest for 
breaking and 
entering. 


This building will 
be a dust cloud 
by the time they 

get here. 


Shut your 
thieving mouth 
and get down 

on the -- 


And, wh, 
destruction of 
property. 


Yeah, 
the boys 
in Ladder G 
are getting 
overtime, 
too. 


Something's 
coming. 


Our comrades just 
launched a missile 
at this dump. 


Destroying 
the red tape that 
holds this unjust war 
together is a cause 
my partner and I are 
more than ready 
to die for! 


They must 
be part of that 
Last Revolution 

death cult. 


You are 


a very good 
actor. 


webut 
here's hoping 
our treehouse 
really doesn’t 
bring this whole 
place down. 


eo we We aN a 


I) » | pF 


+b) 


I'm counting 
on that magic 
bond between 
a mother and 

her young... 


Alana, 


No what are 
offense. you -- 


but 
magic ain't 
an exact 
science. 


Just 
to be safe, 
T'll hang out 
over here. 


When our : But, 
home's about your wings 
to pass under can’t carry 

me, you leap at my weight! 
my waist! 


You 
expect me to 
hitch a ride 
Time your on a moving 
jump right : rocket?! 
and you'll drag 
us both into 
er! 


: ou married ME, didn't you Z i 


It's a very 
promising lead, 
but we have 

to be -- 


Unspoken or otherwise, 
My par eats had alway 5 
sucked at vows. 


During the meager back-alley ceremen 
they called theic WEDDING, my Mom 
and dad had promised to 

alway $ be true to each other, 


But despite the brave Fronts 
theyd put on for one another since 


my disappearance , uatil they found 
that scroll... 


/ leant N 
{ wait to see 
\ how big she's iz 


gotten. 


Landfall. 


OF all the 
planets in the 
universe... 


We're going 
to need him, 
aren't we? 


Do you 
have any idea 
how much I 
love you? 


You want to 


get Hazel back 
without killing a 
phalanx of under- 
paid prison 
guards? 


Weirdly, 
he’s our best 
bet. 


a - 
\s About half 


as much as I 


= love you. 


You guys, 
they're 
coming! 


hell are you 
doing on our 
grounds? 


Then we 
have to get 


P on, % 
Prince right, Sir | _— the fuck out 


Well, a ship of here. 
is headed this 
way, Sir Robot! 
A wooden one! 

And Must be Marko 

for the last and Alana! 
time, I'm no 
longer Prince 

Anything. 


Robot! Robot! 


Thanks to my 
arsehole of a father, I'm 
now little more than a 
knight errant, searching 
for my next -- 


But, No, they're 
they're our fetishistic 
friends! narcissists. 


And 
everyone who 
gets close to 

them dies. 


Y Regardless, their 
pathetic aside in 
my life came to its 
natural conclusion 
long ago. 


I'm taking 
my boy and 
getting as far 
away from those 
two black holes 
as possible. 


But don't 
you want 
Princeling to 


My son's 
name is Squire, 
and if you ever 
again call him by 
any other title, I 

swear I'll -- 


Papa, a 
shooting 
star! 


That's 
not exactly 
true... 


What 
should we 
wish for? 


end chapter thirty-two 


CHAPTER 


are you in 
there? 


Goddamn 
did I luck 
into a golden 
triangle 
here... 


mo 


Sorry, 
Doff, but 
this is 
important! 


Hold on, 
I'm 
developing. 


me, it can 
wait! 


What 
the hell 
are you 
doing?! 


Sounds like she 
died a while back, 
but her local paper 
just posted 
the obit. 


“The late 
Brand's personal 
effects were 
passed to her next 
of kin, 2 yourger 
brother who a/so 
works as --” 


The asshole 
Freelancer who 
dosed us with 

Embargon? 


a story that 
neither of us can 
share without 
our brains 
exploding. 


Who the 
fuck is The 
Brand? 


That’s why 
you ruined my that other 
shit was years 
ago. Just let 


it go. 


Let it go? This 
lady was the reason we 
had to spike the literal 

story of the century. 
OF the millennium. 


Honey, 
that’s what 
I'm trying to tell 
you. Now that the 
bitch who poisoned 
us is gone, so is 
her evil spell! 


Says 
something you 
read somewhere 
once? How can 
we ever know 
for sure? 


If this 
is about 
reimbursing 
you for meals, 
get bent. 


IF that 
hadn't 
worked... 


Actually, Doff 
and I may have 
just stumbled 
onto —— 


AL 


What are 
you -- 


One of our 
sources says that 
a female soldier from 
Landfall is on the lam with 
an enemy fighter from 
Wreath along with, get 


5 this... their ove child. 


You writers 
have a real 
perverted sense 
of humor, you 
know that? 


| 


many frequent 
flier miles 
do we have 
Ft’ 


~The That's a “<n ipo 

a Uncanny J three-day —s 

\, valley? ¥ trip. a »/ 
a — 


Yeah, but 
I talked to Graf at 
the entertainment 
desk, and his inside guy 
swears this is where 
the Oper Circuit has 
been broadcasting. 


So we're It's not Look, even if Alana 
back to that _@ hunch, = is the stupidest 
longshot it's a solid y fugitive of all time, 
hunch? lead. p and decided to 
broadcast her 
face -- 


Her 
cleverly 
disguised 
face! 


Ne -- those 

sf 6 Circuit performers 

? \e would all slit ees That's 

I heard the actress own wrists before where my 
who played Zipless riff a line ij erst lng secret weapon 

that was adirect quote from 4 F j comes into 

an outrageously obscure novel by : ; play... 


D. Oswald Heist, the very author 
our wayward couple worships. 


I pulled | God, did 
her photo ( you ever stop 
from the working this 

D.MN. story? 


So after that 
Heist slip, I started 
combing our classifieds for 
messages from the Valley, and 
a few days later, this Ginny 
chick uses a credit card to buy 
an anonymous ad in the ‘“w/ssed 
connections” section. 


“To my brave warrior 
from Wreath, this 's your 
favorite dance instructor 


from Gardenia, hoping for 
good rews about your 
beautiful daughter? 
You have my number, 
please call...” 


Or maybe 
our hybrid kid's 
father was just 
having a fling with 
the local ballet 
teacher. 


Id Let's say 


you're right about 
; } all this, and these 
Either way, it's / freaky deserters are 
looking more and more Y ’ really living out some 
like Private First Class \ ITN kind of messed-up cy) Why don't 
Alana and her partner \ antasy. we just 
spent time here before... au leave them 
something happened. alone? 


s Maybe it's just two 
Ah, because “EE people who like to 


that's not 
the way news 


screw even though 
everybody else thinks 
it's gross or immoral 


om 
works? ee 


Babe, I see 
what you're 
getting at, but 
there's nothing 
analogous about 
these people 


Our backward planet might still 


hate the homos, but a photo 
of you and me kissing wouldn't 
exactly send shockwaves through 
the rest of the universe. 


But if we have proof that ; . 
a coalition soldier willingly Listen, you're 
reproduced with, excuse welcome to keep 


my language, a pe covering shitty local 
hil tite dail politics for the rest 


of your career, but I 
want to get back to 
the intergalactic 
beat. 


It's sweet 
that you're 
worriéd about 
our Subjects, 
but they made 


their bed. 


It's 
our job to 
go through 
the dirty 

sheets. 


Er, 
sorry to 
trouble 
you, sir. 


Is the... 
lady of the 
house at 
home? 


must be here 
about the 


Oh, and 
whatever you 
write, you have to 
give me an alias, 
too, okay? 


~— £are 


wm Lt LY 


<9” 


N 


, Wrong idea. I just want 


Is: 
L 


It's 
right around 
back. / 


Don't 
wait for me 
to start 
breakfast, 
love! 


You guys 
are with the 
Hebdomadal, 


Do you 
have any 
news about 


—— 


eZ 
I guess 
you might know 
him as Barr, but 
that's just an 
alias. 


He told me 
his real name when 
he came back to get 
my grandfather's old 
sword and shield. 


Marko and I were... \ 
we were good friends, 
but I wouldn't want 
my husband to get the 


Hazel was 
stolen by 
the Robot 
Kingdom. 


That's 
why you're 
here, isn’t 

it? 

to help you catch 
» the kidnappers. 


wR 


Not exactly. And Marko told me _Yeah, see, real 
he didn't have time to explain, just violence is bad for 
that he suddenly had to get his business, so they 

daughter back. cover it all up. 


But Drobina 
down the street 
says she saw 
an android with a 
colored screen 
walking along the 
street one 
night. 


But then 
I started hearing 
rumors that a drone 
may have been behind 
those shootings at 
the Circuit. 


She was 
adorable, but 
just an ordinary 
little girl. 


Honestly, 

I think they stole 
her to hurt Marko. 
He was too humble to 
ever say anything, but 
I get the sense he 
used to be some kind 
of, like, important 
war hero. 


He called 
me from a 
payphone on 
Outcome. 


Marko Said he was on 
Hazel’s trail but wasn’t Can you believe 
sure when he'd be able to that? He reached 
get my grandpa’s gear out to apologize. 
back to me. Do you understand 
what kind of guy 
this is...7 


What the 
heck? —/ 


f/f DVadsays \ 
you're trying 

to sell my 

trampoline? 


I mean, I think 
Ginny definitely 
believes everything 
she's saying, but I 
don't know how 
much we can. 


Well, 


she's not the 
most reliable 


I say we 
keep pushing, 
see if any of her 
pieces fit into 
our puzzle. 


source. 


She doesn't 
have the whole 
Picture, but I 

trust her. 


Got Z 
something. Aa? 


Maybe, but 
this one's got 
footprints 
leading away 

from it. 


just going to 
turn out to be 
another fucking 
meteorite. 


Never 
doubted my 
shutterbug 

for a 

second. 


Some of ) 
these tracks 
are deeper 
than the 
others. 


You 
think other 
people have 
found this 


thing? 


I'm not 
even sure 
they were all 
people. 


A few 
of these 
almost 
look like... 


They call me 
The Will. I’m 


impressed. 


I had an 
actual piece of this 
ship and a bloodhound to 
follow the scent... but we 
still nearly got beat here 
by the infamous Doff 
and Upsher. 


Yeah, my sister was 
worried you two wouldn't 
be smart enough to take 


advantage of the second | ~~ 


chance she was nice 
enough to offer. 


laud 


give a good 
goddamn about 
your muck- 
raking. I just 
want... 


I told you, 
I can handle 
myself just 


I ain't 
sick. Just 
tired. 


Now tell 
me where to 
find Prince 
Robot IV. 


Don't 
neéd a cat 
to know 
ia a 
ie. 


Quit your 
crying. 


The 
boy can live 
another 
day... 


end chapter thirty-three 


CHAPTER 


THIRTY-FOUR 


We're all aliens 


to Someane, 


Even ameng Our OWA 
people, most oF us 


still feel like complete 
foreigners from time 
to time. 


Usually associated 
with invasjoa S, 
abductions, oc other 
hostile acts, the term 


“alien” gets a bad rap. 


has come to mean something 


But over the years the werd [ 


very different to me... . 


Miss 
Noreen? 


Mister 
Petrichor. 
I mean, 
Miss? 


dm, it's a real 
long story... $0 
could you please 
just help me, 
please? 


une titre Tread 


material. 


Be 
covering up 
yourself 
now. 


A 


How 
thle gone 


This nice \ 
lady, we, fainted 
when she saw my... 

my body, and 


then she -- So she’s... 


IN she’s not 


We tell dead? 


guards her 
lean on little 
desk and it 
But if you 
worry her tell 
others of your # 
privacy, I can 


No S- 
you to crer! 
my teccrer! J) 


You 
sure to 
trust? 
If her 
tell anyone, 
everyore in 
universe will 
want you 
dead. 


And I don't 
even know you 
that good. 


Well, I am 
understanding 
exactly where 

you from. 


Your father 
must been soldier 
for wings, and he... 

he force his self on 
your poor mother 
from our moon. that not 
mean you 
sick, yes? 


HMM | 
\i will if 


10 YOU shut your 


tucking mouth 
and grab ite 


Von an uninhabited AV {) Besides, 
world in the middle | ! I'd recognize & 
of nowhere without t that shit 
s0 much as bus anywhere. Wie 


Get back aboard 
that sad excuse for 
a rocket... before I 

shoot you both in 
your bladders. 


Friendo! 


Yay! 


The 
prince been 
treating 
you all right, 
Ghiis? 


Careful, 

Sir Robot gets 
real cross when 
you call him 
that. 


What is it 
you reprobates 
are after this 

time? 


Our little 
girl is trapped 
in a detention 

center on 

Landfall. 


You're 
going to 
help us get 
her out. 


Look, I'm \/ My current standing with the 


sorry about your 
daughter, but I 
couldn't help you 
even if I wanted 


to, which I most 
} certainly do 
not. 


Coalition is even worse than 
yours, so I intend to remain 
in hiding, instructing my boy 
in the ways of our more 
noble ancestors. 


Yeah, if 
it weren't for 
Marko, your son 
wouldn't even 


Right, 
you're always 
tellin’ him about 
that “Code of 
Chivalry.” 


And if 
it weren't for 
my blood, Marko 
would be dead 
of a Fadeaway 
overdose. 


So let's 
call it even, 
shall we? 


Another 
time, 
dear. 


But what's 
more chivalrier 
than rescuin' a 

fair maiden? 


Your 

girl's a for- | 
real fair 
maiden? 


I can't risk 
anything 
happening to 
you, son. 


: Oh, 
. definitely. 


The ; 
fairest ms 


in all the 


1 got to, Sir 
\. Robot. 


Squire can 
stay here with me 
and Friendo. He'll be 
plenty safe until you 
get back from your 

adventure. 


/ ust pray we never \ 


decide to send King 
Your call, Robot an anonymous 
tip where to find 
Ais offspring. 


I am not 
abandoning 
my only child to 
assist with some 
beyond-doomed 
prison break. 


lve found that cultures often 
clash for the Same reasons 
that peeple do. 


It's not because were $0 dilfereat 


from each other... 


its because we're all so goddamn alike . 


They don't 
even let kids 
back here unless 
you're getting 
vaccinated or 


whatever. < baie 


to make 
sure she's 


We have 
got to work 
on please and 

thank you. 


Sorry, 
Izabel! 


an astral 
shifter...7 


Well my mommy is 
from this planet and my 
daddy is from the moon 
and he loved her so much 

that he put his penis inside 
her and then I got in my 
mom's tummy which made 
her happy except now 
she can't go in bounce 
houses because they 
make her go pee 
a little bit. 


How 
the hell did 
you come 
to be? 


Uh-huh, she's IY 
gonna take care of 
me until my parents 


can pick me up. But she 
aa Klara? doesn't know I told you 
She's really about my wings and 


sont ae . stuff, since she'd 


T've been wondering 


‘Cause you 
don't talk to 
me like I'm S| 
a baby? I'm not 


in trouble, 


am I? 


But in reality, my employers 
just need a place to warehouse 
your people until a dozen or so 
\ of you can eventually be traded 
for one of their captured 
soldiers. 


If the 
Landfallians 
ever found out 
someone like 
you existed... 


I'm NT / 
definitely a 
in trouble, 


hun? C/ 


| \ 


that ever since I regained 


consciousness. 


In theory, you 
represent everything I 
was hired to help educate, 
a Wreath child who can leave 
these walls not completely 
despising Landfall. 


Not with 
me, Hazel. I 
promise never to 
tell a soul, but 
I'm worried 
about -- Wait, 


aren't you a 
mommy? 
Who's ve 
taking care 
of your 
kids? 


You're sweet 7 The warden wants ; It's my 
to worry, but to keep me here over- parents’ 
my mother-in-law a night for observations... | favorite. 
is watching the mostly to make sure I “4 
. don't sue, I'm sure. 


Well, I'm 
real sorry I 
made you fall 
down, $0 I 
brought you 
a present. 


Granny 
loves it, too, 
S0 she got a 

bunch for 
our library. 


But that one’s 
from a book swap 
S0 she said I could 
give it to you since 
it's got too many 
grown-up parts for 

me anyway. 


~The man who 

wroted it is pretty 

much how my mom 
and dad decided 

. to make me. 


I haven't 
read any Heist 
since high 
school. 


Do you 
think he's 
the best 

writer ever, 
too? 


He's very <= 
clever, but I x “\) And \ 
don't think ‘2 no offense 

artists should f L to the rest 
be ranked like y of your 


racehorses. ¢ \ \ \ family... 


.. but anyone 
who thinks one 
book has all the 
answers hasn't 

read enough / 


OF the man thing s 
my fiest teacher taught 
me, that's the one that 
Stuck. 


Keep 
mushing, My Star- 
doggies. Whacker's 
right over 
this ridge. 


You was 
saying? 


I said, why are 

we keeping the 

wounded photog 
I 


He's not 
as useful as the 
reporter anyway. 
All he'll do is bleed 
out on our nice 
clean ship. 


OW 
many lives... 
do you 


So, keep 

marching, a 
‘less you want JV 

\ to wait around 

\ for this one's 
friends. 


Told you 
the little one 
might come 
in handy. 


“Little more 
than a bunch of 


| mean, | know diversity inbred fucking 


morons, Eames 
i$ an ovecused word responded to his 


new love. 
these days but without 
it, what would we be in 


story, this 
danger. 


Oh, Granny ) ; oan Uf i think her 


and my Auntie 
Lexis are reading 
a story for 
everybody. 


/ and Klara be trying 
/ to friend up us and all 
the no-horns in here, 
but when guards figure 
oa } . what they doing... very 
It’s kinda | ; — bad. Especially for 
coe =f x ON someone like -- 
listen if you 
want? 


, 


wondering if I 
could borrow 
i‘? 


Well, to 
4  / be honest, I've 
what are you \ { been thinking a lot 
doing here? You {| about what you 
mever come on \ showed me the 


weekends. \ other day. Hazel, I'm 


very worried 

what might 
happen if anyone 
else ever found 
out the truth 

about you. 


But, you're 
still going to 
help me keep 

it a secret... 

right? 


Actually, 
I'm going 
to help you 
escape. 


end chapter thirty-four 


CHAPTER 


-FIVE 


THIRTY 


Now let's 
slit their throats 
and go finish the 
boxhead that 
offed me. 


These 
two might 
be working 

us. 


Best keep 
‘em breathing 

until their 
story checks | 


How many 
more lives are 
we going to help 
this maniac 
destroy? 


All I did 
was tell 
the truth, 
Upsher. 


You're 
the one who 
says that's 

what matters, 
right? 


Now now, 
boys. 


4 Guy I'm | 
gunning for ain't 
far from here, 
50 let's try to 
enjoy what time 
we got left 
together. 


It’s 
important you 
know I'm only 

here to laugh over 
your inevitable 
corpses. 


As soon as I'm free of you, Come on, ; 
I'm going to sell this stupid ship/ it’s not like And 


for firewood and get back we left Squire no one's 
to my forsaken child. alore. dying today, 
. Robot. 


That's 
precisely what 
troubles me 


Oh, there must 
have been some 
misunderstanding 
then. 


I was led to 
believe you imbeciles 


were talking about 
storming the largest, 
most heavily defended 
planet in the 
universe. 


Landfall is 
just another pin 
on a map. Marko and 
I have been pulling 
heists way more 
complicated than 
this one. 


Hold on, 
you two have 
been robbing 

banks? 


Alana and 
I borrowed this 
from the Endless 
War Museum on 
Labunka. It’s the last 
piece we needed to 
rescue Hazel and 
my mother. 


If moonies could 
just “jump” into 
enemy camps, they 
would have done it 
ages ago. The wings 
have defenses 
against your 
voodoo. 


The old 
thing doesn't 
look like it could 
teleport you out 
of a wet paper 
ballsack. 


Have 
those horns 
corkscrewed 

into your 
brain? 


What is 
that, one of 
those crash 

helms? 


Defenses 
you're going to 
convince the 
Landfallians to 
deactivate. 


It's still got enough kick to jump 
me onto Landfall and back... but T’ll only 
be able to return with two passengers, so 
T'll have to make the trip there solo. 


I'm serious. 
When I worked as a 
guard on Cleave, guys 
from your Kingdom 
would always drop by 
to interrogate high- 
value targets. 


Ys But since 
b our exotic membrane 
also messes with your 
people’s physiology, we'd 
have to temporarily 
disable the system 
to let them -- 


I see 
what you're 
aiming for, 
but it won't 

work. 


Whatever 
clearance I once 
had was revoked the 
second my father 
disowned me. 


Which is 
why I'm proud 
to christen 
you Count 
Robot Lx. 


One of These 
my aliases are his royal 
met this guy credentials 
in a bar on and, wh, his 

Idyll. pants. 


It's way Why would I Because 
less exciting degrade muself 
than he by putting on 

a lesser's 
uniform? 


you people are Yeah, 
filthy racists unfortunately, 
who think every ff your friends in the 
Robot looks Coalition aren't 
. the same! much more 
I appear enlightened. 
absolutely 
nothing like 
the man 
wearing it. 


Looks 
close enough 
to me. 


imagines. 


You 
savages 
deserve each 
other. 


If there's 
one place 
the guards 
never go... 


Are you 
sure about 
all this, 
Noreen? 


‘Cause, 
the wings 
have gurs. 
For-real 
guns. 


f/ 

But the sentry working the south 
gate tonight loves me, and she never 
checks the dirty smocks from art 
class I bring home to wash 
once a month. 


IF we 
can just fit 
you into a 
box about 

this -- 


Petri here 
said you been 
acting shady 

with your 

teach. 


Auntie 
Lexis. 


dm, okay, 
s0, Miss Noreen 
knows about 
me. The... the 
true stuff 
about me. 


I told 
Noreen, Granny. 
Because she's a 

good person. 


Now she 
thinks she 
can get me out 
of here and I... 
I want to do 
that, please. 


What up, 
Haze? 


It wasn't your 


fea 
slip out during 
recess and -- 


You may 
fool wings into 
thinking you one 
of us... but you 
still lecture just 

like mar. 


safe be she 
in here? Look 
how many 
peoples already 
know girl's 
“secret?” 


“You and 
I are outside the 
in-group,” the 
monster warned 


the girl. 


You 
remember 
what that 

means, 
right? 


What 
you want 
don't really 
matter. 


Klara 
says it's not 
safe for you 

out there. 


Hazel need 
hear true. Every 
day, this place 
worsening. 


keep pushing 
that storybook, 
we all going to 
énd in middle 
of riots. 


Where would 
you even be 
taking she? 


I'm 
well aware 
of the 


not even 
this girl's 
blood. 


wa 


I think it’s 
best I not 
Say. 


But Hazel 
would be 
cared for. She 
would have a 
future. 


You get 
caught, you're 
going to a clink even 
shittier than ours. 
One you won't get to 
leave at the end 
of the day. 


Teen T 
don’t know, 
exactly. 


But I know 
we have to 
decide now. 


Salutations, 
trusted ally. 


By order of Ww This is Count 
His Majesty King Robot LX, and 
Robot, I am en my authorization is 
route to question | Echo-Echo-Parasol- 
the widow of the Foot for sub-decree 4 
late Battle Cleric Balloonist- § \7 You can 
Ustoff. y N Dash-- _<{/ park anywhere \\ 
’ but the red 
lane. 
Copy that, 
membrane Over and 
will be down i 
in five. 


..fucking 
disgraceful. 


Was I honestly just As s00n as we're 
mistaken for some geosynchronous, 
weak-chinned excuse T'll slice open 
of intermediate the -- 
nobility? 


A 
testament 
to your 
performance, 
Count. 


“Our 
dumb ae 
is as good as “They'll 
invisible,” she never get a 


t 
bleats! target-lock 
on us!” 


That 
wasn't a 
missile. 


My people 
outlawed 
those things 
decades 
ago! 


NS 
Never 
know when 
the bloody 
fight is 


I'm 
covering you, 
ingrates! 


Fucking 
get on 
with it! 


Yes, well, 

minefields 
are like old 

soldiers. 


I take 
it rescuing 
your mother- 
in-law is just 
optional? 


Alana, 
whatever 
happens -- 


Screw 
whatever. 


You come 
back here with 
our daughter safe 
and sound, end 
of story. 


I realize this 
is the last thing 
one is ever supposed 
to say... but I have 
some idea what you 


must be going 
through. 


And I wish 
your family 
success. 


I gotted 
our supper! 


Cor, this 
birdis a 
bleeder! 


TI bet 
she'll be 
plumper 
than a... 


Where's 
your old 


man? 


you're not 
a friend. 
Aww, is 
he wetting 
himself? 


You 
know your 
daddy's a 

killer, don't 
you? 


ES, y Let's NX 
‘em right in ~~ watch his \ 


bia ene . | little face 


¥ 


i 


i ET 


Hurt the 
b 


and 
Ghiis will 
chop you 

deep. 


end chapter thirty-five 


CHAPTER 


THIRTY-SIX 


Every school 
is dangerous. 


Because when you're 

deal ing with the youngest, 
most vulnecable members 
of society the woret-case 
SLEA AIO isn't improbable, 
it's inevitable. 


And 
where did 
you come 
from? 


ZG Death is so fucking 
> Gay predictable, 


Rewind, why 
am I speaking wrderstanding 
language? Language? 


I don’t have 
time to explain 
how a translator 
ring works. Please, 
I'm trying to 


Daughter? 


You You're 
smell just © pW2ze/"s blood, 
like the aren't you? 


I'm insanely lost 
here. How do you 
fit into Noreen's 


You 
know my 
daughter? 


Not that I'm 


complaining. 


You're 
one healthy 
slab of... 


My 
favorite 
Private. 


I'm just bringing 
home the kids’ filthy 
art smocks. They're 
covered in snot and 
gunk and lord knows 
how much -- 


I get it, 
—~ Noreen, but 
the Warden just 
bumped us 


up to Code 
Gray. A 


Guess he's 
worried what these 
animals might try 
after that coup or 
»\ whatever broke out 
ON on Phang. 


Anyway, 
this'll 
just take 
a sec. 


Teach 
is gonna 
blow it. 


Can't 
ghost girl 
lend a hand 

here? 


Hey, it’s 
your immune 
system. 
Feel free to 
go through as 
many of these 
old rags as 
you want... 


Until dark, 
my grandest 
daughter be 
on her own. 


right 
after I grab Just 
my phone. remembered I 
left the damn 
thing in my 
classroom next 
to the -- 


Teachers alway $ 
promise that students 
are tna “sate place,” 
but vost of “Ss Figuce 
out that's a lie 
pretty fast. 


My very ficst fice drill was .. 
all the conficmation | needle 
that the worst caa happen 


anywhere, aaytine. 


. almost... 


Babe, even if Face it, 
you cut yourself we're marooned 
loose, it’s not like \m on this rock with = 
that overweight 5 the asshole ) 
iba left behind who's going to 


You can 
roll over if 
you want, 

Upsher... 


But 
I plan to 
go out 
shooting. 


Why can’t 
nobody just 
mind their own 
goddamn line 
of work? 


This fella \ 
hasn't Aurt 
you, has he, 


“Tiny?” 


Mister, Ghiis 
is not sure who 
you think you are, 
but Ghiis swears on 
the buried treasure 
of the House of 
Ghiis that -- 


This don't 
concern 
you, Tiny. 


Don't worry, "~ 
your beast is just )_ fis 
unconscious. f on iu quarrel with 
lance these \| them, Stalk, } 
wastes of |\ $0 they may / 


blubber. 


Even if theyve neve 

seen it happea, most 

PR kids understand 
J) that all lives 


fe 
{ 
5 
= (oy 


I'm an educator, 
This is and I refuse to have 
preposterous. . my privacy violated like 
some common -- 


Klara, I 
never took 


your -- 


You have 
tattoos. 


But 
you will be, 
less we find 
guard's keys 

and -- 


I couldn't do 
it anymore. 


sores Wien £ ; Dad once told 
a Da . me that when 
itn he gat ona 

schoolbus foc the 
Ficst time, he 
stacted crying, 
because he wa 
suce he'd never 
See his family 
Agana . 


And even thou 9h his pacent 5 I don't know 


if you remember 


here valivecand well t the Fonk Konk, but I've 2 
a been carrying her Despite his fea 5, 


ead of each day, he still got with me for a very, 

wocried whea Me bus eet, il lel sean my father said he 
up in the morning. actually loved 
beiag a student. 


But \ 
you're too \ 
old for dollies | 
now, aren't / 
you? ( 


La 


This... 
this must be 


s0 confusing 
for you, but daddy 
I'm your -- 


@ 


G ik 4.) 


Hurt him? 
We're going to 
wear his little 

pelt asa 

Codpiece. 


Long time ago, 

I promised I was 
gonna kill your daddy... 
but not until I killed 

everything he ever 

loved first. 


I beg 
you, don't 
hurt him! 


This guy 
a friend of 
yours? 


Well, 
ain't that 
a shame 
for him. 


I'm 
impressed, 
Billy. 


Murdering 
defenseless 
preschoolers? 


You've 
come a long 
way, baby 
brother. 


Yeah, And that 


: hasn't stopped 
Careful, pie eral your Heroine-addled 
it's The Brand ‘A brain from endlessly 
while we're on digging up Aer 
duty. corpse. 


Bring her 
back, Soph. 


You don't 
know what 
you're talking 
about. 


But you 
never really 
loved her, did 
you? Not the 
way you did 


The Stalk was me 
just another dumb 
obsession, something 
to make you fee/ 
better. I'm sorry I 
ever introduced 
you two. 


But offing 
some random 
kid isn't going 

to make it 

hurt less. 


Then 
what am I 
Supposed 
to do...7 


I'm your 
own brain, 
you fucking (aos 


dummy! 


pS 


Go ask 
the one chick 
who calls 
you on your 
bullshit. 


When he 
finds out we're 
gone, he’s going 

to hunt us 
both down. 


Wherever 
this guy is 
headed, he's 
in a hell of 
a hurry. 


Looks like 
the Freelancer 
and his dog are 
headed back to 

their ship. 


But, if 
he leaves, 
we'll be 
stranded. 


Nobody knows where What 
we are, there's absolutely does any 
zero reception out here, of that 
and we've got no way of -- matter? 


, This bull We'll say it 
be rey nl e never saw ° was the “wan ; 
g what hit of mystery” T'll be Fine. 


other side. Your 
her, Haze. who grabbed You... YOU 
grandmother and g iia be Labs 


T will be right 
behind you. 


But, what 
about my 


teacher? 
She'll 


get in big 

trouble if 

she stays 
here! 


I'm sorry But after I get 
my helm can my mother out, 
Thank you only carry I swear we'll do 


s0 much, You read one of you. everything to -- 
Noreen. stories real 


good and you 
were always 
super -- 


Marko, 
I'm not going 
anywhere. 


I have 
no interest in 
becoming a 
burden to you 
and Alana. 


Besides, I was never 
cut out to be one of these 
‘helicopter parents.” 


‘ I'm so 
Mom, I'm Then proud of 
not going to let me you, baby 
let you rot thrive. boy. 
in here. 


I have a N | yy Seeing you become NOS 
community with VES] & Y the man you are has been \ 
these people, |) i, | the greatest privilege of 
a purpose. £4} | my life, and I know your 


father felt the same. £ 


Now go, 
take care 
of your 
family. 


Well, 
if she doesn't 
want a ticket 
out... 
Petrichor, 
wait! 


Faster, 
woman! 


If that leak 
isn't patched, 
we won't have 
enough fuel to 

get home! 


I swear 
to your robot 
god, if you call 
me “woman” 
one more time, 
I'm gonna... 


che ae 
pon: fondly of my 
gp ctia) 


Ex Spm years inside 
Ni Detention Center 
ah 766B. 


ile wome aad 
children | met had alll 
\ost People they loved, but 
They never wallowed jn 
de 5pm if. 


Your dimwit 
husband sent 


us the wrong ; 
moony! Don't 
shoot! 


We're 
all on the 
same side 


Forgive my 
language in front 
of this one, but 
the bloody hell 
we are. 


Sir Robot 
is an ally 
and Alana is 

my wife. 


Dying is one of the Few 
experiences we'll eventually all enjoy 
fipsthand, and like most shit that's 
commodpla ce, it's bariag to dwell oa. 


My tallee inmates / cla gsmates (and rea ly, 
what's the difference 2) showed me 
it was more interesting tO 
heen nie concentrate on the’ living. 
terrible 
You're 
woman? just lucky I'd 
never fell a 
female who's 
expecting. 


smell it from 
here. 


You're 
pregnant. 


Because death is 


fucking pcedictable pa. 


ve but life has science experiment 5 and 
who 


Pree time and suc pcise Nap? and 
knows whathegeiesnent © 


to be continued 
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